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113 our Comic Must he hed 

And $I ber ſe/ Mo- ind. i remiamt ie 45 35 

Struts in beroies, and In k pem out we 

Does the minuteſt ine identi re E 

In ridicule's ritt retreſpec diſplays : 

The poetafters of theſe modern dayt; Sint 

= with big 2 bomba 257 our ert, 

ich, „n, void of ſen ſe a cars; 

” elſe 40 dl 3 Lr | i 7 
nde dull, — les , | 

Fither extreme when vain Pretender: tale, 

The actor ſuffers for the author's ſake: 

The quite tir d audience loſe whole bours ; yet pay 

To go un- pleas d and an- inprov 'd atvay. 


bis being our ſcheme, we bepe you will _ 
The wild excurfion of the wantan muſe ; 
Il bo out of frolic wwears a mimic maſh, \ 
And ſets berſelf ſo whimfical a taſk 
Tia meant to pleaſe ; but, if it 25 e, 
It's very ot, and ſoon will 
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| Dramatis Porto, 
M E N. 


— Kin of "Quorum 


mania. 


Bombardinian, his General. 


Aldiborontiyhgſco rs I Courier er. : 


Rigdum-Funnidos, 
Captain of the Guards, 
Her ald. 
Cook. 
Doctor. 


King of the kik ee e e 


King of the — Ty 
WOME N. 8 


Fadladinida, | Queon of 8 . | 


Fatlanthe, ber Favourite.” 
Two Ladies of the Court. 
Two Ladies of dane. 5 
Venus. 


C NT 
Guards and Attendants, xc. 


C RUNMAN 
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. 
An Anti - Chantber in the Palace. 


Emer auler: * Aldiborontipheſco- 
Phornio. 


Rig. Fun. Latborviitiphobcoptionte? 5 
N Where left you Chrononhotontho- 
r 
Aldi. Fatigu'd with the tic nher toils of war, 
Within his tent, on downy couch ſuccumbent, 


Himſelf he unfatigues with gentle ſlumbers : 


Lull'd by the chearful trumpets gladſome clangor, 
The noiſe of drums, and thunder of artillery, 
He leeps fupine amidft the din of war: 


And yet tis not definitively ſleep ; 


Rather a kind of doze, a waking ſlumber, 
That ſheds a ſtupefaction o'er his ſenſes : 
For now he nods and ſnores; anon he ſtarts; 
Then nods and ſnores again. If this be leer, 
Tell me, ye gods | what mortal man's awake 
What ſays my friend to this? 
Rig-Fun.----Say! I ſay he ſleeps dog- ſleep: 
What a plague, wou'd you have me fay ? | 
Aldi. O impious thought! O curs'd infiquation ! ! 
As if great Chrononhotonthologos, 


To animals deteſtable and vile, "5h YH" 
Had aught the leaſt Gmilitude! 4 


Rig. My dear friend | you entirely miſapprehend 


me: I did not call che King dog by oraftz J was. 
A 


3 


erate, —_— TAG. bro — 


: 
* 
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only going to tell you that the ſoldiers have juſt 
now receiv'd their pay, and are all as drunk as ſo 


ſuabbers. 
. Give orders inſtantly chat! no > more monly 
Be iu d to che troops: mean time, my friend, 
Let the baths be fill d with ſeas of” col ee, * 
To ſtupify their ſouls into ſobriety. | 
Rig. I fancy you had better baniſh the lden, 
and blow the Geneva caſks to the devil. 


Aldi. Thoy counſel'ſt well, my Rigduri-Punnidas, TY | 


And reaſon ſeems to father thy advice: 


But, ſoft !---The King in penſive contemplation 
Seems to reſolve on ſome important doubt; 

His ſoul, tog copious for his earthly fabrick, 
Starts forth, ſpontaneous, in ſoliloquy, 

And makes his tongue the midwife of his mind. 
Let us retire, leſt we difturb his ſolitude. 


ET hey retires 
__ Enter King. . * 
King. This God of Sleep is watchful te tar-: 
ment me, 


And reſt is grown a franger to my eyes: 
Sport not with Chrenonhotonthologos, 3 
Thou idle flumb' rer, thou deteſted Somnus; z | 
For, if thou deft, by all the waking pow'rs 
I'll tear thige eyc-balls from their leaden-ſockets,. 
And force thee to out-ſtare eternity. 

Ei in a buf. 


Re-enter Rigdum and Aldiboronti. 
Rig. TG King! is in a moſt curſed paſſion! 


Pray Who the devib is this Mr. Somnus, he's 10 an- 


gry withal? 

Aldi. The fon of Chaos and af 3 | 
Inceſtuous pair | Brother of Mors relentleſs, 
Whoſe ſpeckled robe, and wings of blackeſt hue, 
Aſtoniſn all mankind with hideous glare; ; 
Himſelf with ſable plumes, to men benevolent, | 
Brings 577 ay flumbets and refreſhing ſleep. _ 

Rig. This gentleman may come of 2 very good 
fails, for aught I know; but 1 would. not be in 
his place for the world. 

Aldi. Bake Jo! the King, his footſteps wi way 

. bending, / 9 

His copitative Faculties immers' d he lhe 


Chrononbotontbolo TH _ 


In cogiburidity of cogitation's 
Let filence cloſe our folding-doors of Mech, 
Till apt attention tell our heart the purport 
Of this FR * of thought. | 


Re-enter King, Nobles, Attendants, &c. 


Kinge-----It is 8. 0b. ORR ova. Somnus, 1 
defy thee, 
And from mankind ampute thy cur d dominion. 
Theſe royal eyes thou never more {halt cloſe. 
Henceforth let no man ſleep, on pain of death: 
Inſtead of ſleep, let pompous pageantry 
Keep all mankind eternally awake, 


Bid Harlequino decorate the ſtage 


With all magnificence of decoration : 
Giants and gianteſſes, dwarfs and pigmies, 
Songs, dances, muſic in its ampleſt * 
Mimes, pantomimes, and all the mimic motion 
Of ſcene deceptioſive and ſublime. 

[ The flat ſcene draws. 


The King i is ſeated, and a «at Fanden Enter- 


tainment is per forme in ” ana of which en- 
\ ters a Captain of "> guat 
: p * ! — mY 
Capt. To arms! to pon great Chrononhoton- 
thologos ! 


'Th* Antipodean pow'rs, from realms below, 


Have burſt the ſolid entrails of the earth ; 


f 


Guſhing ſuch cataracts of forces forth, 


This world is too incopious to contain 'em: 0 
Armies on armies march, in form ſtupendous; 
Not like our earthly regions, rank by rank, 
But teer o'er teer, high pil'd from earth to heaven; 3 
A blazing bullet, bigger than the ſun, 
Shot from a huge and monftrous culverin, 
Has laid your royal citadel in aſhes. 

King. Peace, coward? were they . like 

golden ingots, 

Or pent ſo cloſe as to admit no vacuum; 
One look from Chrononhotonthologos | : 
Shall ſcare them into nothing. Rigdum-Funnidos, 
Bid Bombardinian draw his legions forth, 
And meet us in the plains of Queerummania. 
This very now ourſelves ſhall there conjoin him. 
Mean time, bid all the prieſts prepare their temples 


=» rononbotonthologos. 


For rites of triumph : Let the finging fingers, 
With vocal voices, moſt yociferous, 


In ſweet vociferationy out-vociferize 1 
. Ev'n ſound itſelfl. So be it as we have order 4. 
[Exeunt Omnez... 
7. hy ; 
* 
0 N . 
[ heb; i 
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SCE N E, 22 22 


| Enter Queen, Tatlanthe, and 12a Ladies... | 


Duet Day's curtain's drawn, the morn begins 
+; . 46. RO, 

And waking nature rubs her ſleepy eyes: 

The pretty little fleecy, bleating flocks, 

In baa's harmonious warble thro' the rocks : 

Night gathers up her ſhades in ſable ſhrouds, 

And whiſp'ring oziers tattle to the clouds, 

What think you, ladies, if an hour we kill, 

At baſſet, ombre, picquet, or quadrille ? 
Tat.---Your Majeſty was pleas'd to order tea. 
Queen. My mind is alter'd ; bring ſome ratifia. 

They are ſerv d round with a dram. 

T have a famous gdler ſent from France. 

Bid him come in. What think ye of a dance ? 


4 


Enter Fidler. 
Fid.------Thus to your Raten, 12 the ſup- 


pliant muſe, 
Wou' d you a Solo or 
Or bold Concerto, or ſoft Kell, 
Alla Franceſe overo in Guſto Romano? 
When you command, tis done as ſoon as ſpoke. 


Ty A civil fellow !---play us the Black Joak, 


 [ Mufick plays. 
1 and Ladies dance the Black Joak. 
So much for dancing; now let's reft awhile, | 
Bring in the tea-things---does the kettle boil? \ 
Tat.--The water bubbles; and the tea-cups ſkip, 
Through eager hope to kiſs your royal lip. 
[Tea brought ix. 
 - Nueen,-—---Come, Ladies, will you pleaſe to 
chuſe your tea; 
Or green imperial, or Pekoe bohea ? 


I/ Lady.---Never, no, never ſure on earth was 


ſeen, 
So gracious, ſweet, and affable a queen, 
2d Lad — hei is an angel. 
177 . >-She's a goddeſs. rather. | 
Tat. She $ angel queen, and N all together. 
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TY, : 0 ? wy * * 
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12  Chrononhotonthologos.. 
NQueen.--- Away ! you flatter me. 
1/t Lady. We, don't indeed : 
Your — does our praiſe by far exceed. 
Lueen.—Vou make me bluſh : Pray 4 me 
9 to a fan. 


1 Lady. That bluſh becomes you. 


0 * 
2 
3 * * 


Tat. Wou'd I were a man. 
| Qucen. I'll hear no more of theſe fantaſtic ajrs, - 
| [B ell ringts 
| The bell rings in: come, ladies, let's to pray'rs- 
(7 bey dance ce of 
\ 
i 4 8 N 2 
| at 
. \ 
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| Enter Rigdum-F unnidos od Aldiborontiphoſes 
phornio. [ | 


Rig. Egad, we're in the wrong * Wo hs 
devil wou'd have thought that Chrononhotontho- 
logos ſhou'd beat that mortal fight of Tippedeans ? 


Why, there's not a mother's child of them to be 


' ſeen: egad, they- footed it away as faſt as their 
hands could carry 'em; but they have left their 
King behind em. We have him ſafe, that's one 
comfort. 

Aldi.—"Wou'd he were ftill at anpleſ liberty ! 
For, oh] my deareft Rigdum-Funnidos, 155 
I have a riddle to unriddle to thee, 
Shall make thee ſtare thyſelf into a ſtatue. 
Our Queen's in love with this Antipodean. 


RNigdum. The devil ſhe-is? Well, I ſee, miſchief 


is going forward with a Vengeaneee 
Aldi. But, lo! the cong'ror- c0men, all crown d 
wmiuith conqueſt! 
A ſolemn triumph. graces his return 
Let's graſp the fore lock of this apt occaſion, 
To greet the victor in his flow of glory. 


A grand Triumph. 


Emer Chrononhotonthelogos, Guards and Atten- 


dants, Sc. met by . and Aldi- 
borontiphoſcophornia. wy: 


Aldi.---- All hail to Chrononhetenthologos ! 
"Thrice trebly welcome to your loyal ſubjects. 
Myſelf and faithful Rigdum- Funnidos, 

Loſt in a labyrinth f love and loyalty, 
Intreat you to inſpect our inmoft ſouls, 
And read in them what tongue can never utter. 

Cbro.—-Aldiborontiphoſcophornio, 
| To thee, and gentle Rigdum-Funnidos, 

Our gratulations flow in ſtreams unbonnded: 
Our bounty's debtor to your loyalty, 
Which ſhall with int'reſt be repaid ere long. 
But where's our Queen! where's Fadladinida: 
She ſhould be foremoſt in this gladſorae train, 


4 = * — 
— % g 
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14 brononbotounbolugos. 


To grace our triumph; but I ſee ſhe ſlights me. 


This haughty Queen fall be ng lopger mine, 

III have à fWweet and gentle concubine. 
Rig. -Now, my dear little Phoſcophorny, for 2 
ſwinging lye to bring the Queen off, and I'll run 

with it to her chis minute, that we may all be in 
a ſtay. Say the has got the thorough-go-nimble. 
| [A biſpers, and fteals off. 
 Alti.-—Speale not; great Chrononhotonthologos, 
In accents ſo injuriouſly ſevere, 


Of Fadladinida, your faithful queen: 


By me ſhe ſends an embaſſy of love, 


Sweet blandiſhments and kind congratulations, | 
But cannot, oh! ſhe cannot come herſelf, 


ug. Our rage is turn d to fears 1 What al | 
tie queen? © 

Aldi. A ſudden Berking's rapid fates: i: ni, 
So ſtimulates the periſtaltic motion, 
That the by far out-dots her late aut<doing, | 
And all cenclude ber royal life in danger. 7 

King. Bid the phyficians of the world t 
In conſultation, ſolemn and ſedate. 
More to corroborate their ſage reſolves, 03 


Call from their graves the learned men of ol; 


Galen, Hippoorates, and Paracelſus ;, | _, 


Doctors, apothecaries, ſurgeons, chymiſts, . He 


All, all, attend; and ſee they bring their med cines. 
Whole magazines of galli- pot ted noftrums,  » 
Materializ'd in Pharmaceutic order. 


The man. that. cures our queen ſhall have our em- 
F LExcunt emnet. 


nile 


+ 
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$ © EN E, a Garden. 
Enter Tatlanthe and Queen. 


Queen. Heigh ha my heart ! 

Tat. What ails my gracious queen? 
Queen. O would to Venus I had never ſeen 

Tat. Seen what, my royal miſtreſs? 


neen Too, too much! 
Tat. Did it affright you? 
Queen. No, *tis nothing ſuch. 
Tat. What was it, madam? _ 
een. ——— Really 1 don” t know. 
Tat. It muſt be ſomething ! | 
Qucen. Enoeaooucouooprews No! 
Tat. Or nothing! | 
nen... - No. 3 
Tat. Then 1 conclude, of courfe, ſince it was 
neither, | 


Nothing and ſomething jumbled well together. 
Deen. Oh ! my Tatlanthe, have you never ſeen ? 
Tat. Can gueſs what, unleſs you tell, my queen ? 
Queen. The king I mean. 

Tat. Juſt now return'd from war: 

He rides like Mars in his triumphal car. 

Conqueſt precedes with laurels in his hand; 

Behind. him Fame does on her tripos ſtand ; 

Her golden trump ſhrill thro? the air ſhe ſounds, 


Which rends the earth, and thence, to heaven re- 
* | bounds; 


Trophies and ſpoils innumerable grace 
This triumph, which all triumphs does deface : 


Haſte then, great queen! your hero thus to meet, 
Who longs to lay his laurels at your feet. 


Ducen, ------ Art mad, Tatlanthe ? J meant no 
| ſuck thing, 
Your talk's diſtaſteful. 
Tat. -------- Didn't you name the king? 
Queen. I did, Tatlanthe, but it was not thine ; 
The charming king I mean, is only mine. 


. Tat. Who elſe, who elſe, but ſuch a charming 


fair, 


In Chrononhotonthelogos ſhould ſhare ? 


The queen of beauty, and the god ofarms, 
| B 


— —— ͤ— * 
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6 Chrononhotonthologos. 
In him and you united blend their charms. 
Oh! had,you ſeen him, bow he dealt out death, 


And at one ſtroke robb'd thoufands of their — * 
While on the flaughter'd heaps bimſelf did riſe, 


In pyramids of conqueſt to the ſkies: 
The gods all hail'd, and fain would have him ſtay; 
But your bright charms have call'd him thence 
way. 
Queen. This does my utwdſt indignation raiſe ; 
You are too pertly laviſh in his praiſe. 


Leave me for ever! | * 
. = Tatlanthe kneeling. 
Tat. Oh! what ſhall I ſay? 


Do not, great queen, your anger thus diſplay ! 
O frown me dead! let me not live to hear 
My gracious queen and miſtreſs ſo ſevere ! 
I've made ſome horrible miſtake, no doubt! 
Oh! tell me what it is! 
Queen. — No, find it out. 
Tat. No, Iwill never leave you; here I'll grow 
Till you ſome token of forgiveneſs ſhow. : 
Oh! all ye pow'rs above, come down, come down! 


And from her brow diſpel that angry frown. ' 
Yueen. Tatlanthe, riſe, you have prevail'd at 


laſt 5 \ 
© end no more, and 1'll excuſe what' $ paſt, 
— [Tatlanthe aſide, riſing. 


Tat. Why, what a fool was I, not to perceive 


her paſſion for the topſy-turvy king, the gentleman 


that carries his head where his heels ſhould be! 


But I muſt tack Oy I fee. 
To the Queen. 
Excuſe me, nackten Madam! if my heart 
Bears ſympathy with your's in ev'ry part; 
With you alike I ſorrow and rejoice, 
Approve your paſſion, and commend your choice; 
The captive king 
Queen. That's he! that's he! that's he! 
I'd die ten thouſand deaths to ſet him free: 
Oh! my Tatlanthe! have you ſeen his face, 
Ilis air, his ſhape, his mien, his ev'ry grace? 
In what a charming attitude he ſtands, 


Ho prettily he foots it with his hands! 


Well, to hiv arms, mo, to his legs I fly, 
For I muſt have him, if I live or die. | 
[Exeunts 
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Chrononhotonthologos aflecp. 


[ Reugh muſic, viz. 
1 and Rolling tear Gridirons and Tongs, 
Sow-pelders Horns, Marrow-bones and Cleavers, 


| EC. &c. = 
[He wakes. 
Cbro. What heav'nly finds are theſe that chatm 
my ears 


Sure 'tis the muſic of the tuneful ſpheres. 


Enter Captein of the Guards, 
Capt. A meſſenger from Gen'ral Bombardiniag 


Craves inſtant audience of your majeſty. 


Chro. Give him admittance. 


Enter Herald. | 


Her. Long life to n 
Your faithful Gen'ral Bombardinian 
Sends you his tongue, tranſplanted in my mouth, 
To pour his ſoul out in your royal ears, 

Chro. Then uſe thy maſter's tongue with reve- 
Nor waſte it in thine own loquacity, { rence, 
But briefly and at large declare thy meſſage, 

Her. Suſpend awhile, great Chrononh oronthologos, 
The fate of empires, and the toils of war, 

And in my tent let's quaff Phalernian wine, 

Till our ſouls mount, and emulate the gods. 

Two captive females, beauteous as the morn, 
wiſhes, court your option. 

Haſte then, great king, to bleſs us with your preſence, 

Our ſcouts already watch the with'd approach, 


Which ſhall be welcom'd by my drums dread rattle, ' 
The cannons thunder, and the trumpets blaſt; 


While I, in front of mighty myrmidons, 


Receive my king in all the pomp of war. 


Cbro. Tell him I come; my flying ſteed prepare; 
Ere thou art half « on a horſeback, FU be there. 
(Exennt. 


B 2 


4 ane he ——— 4 . 
— — — —— — — * 


0 PR — 
© * a pu 10 
— 22 ·˙˖˙· Q — — — 
2 ans As —— — — 


„ brononhotonthologos. 


8 CEN E, a Priſon. 
The King of the Antipodes diſcover'd aſlerp on a Ceuch. 
Enter Queen. . 


Queen. Is this a place, oh! all ye e gods abore! 
This a reception for the man I love? 
Sce in what ſweet tranquility he ſleeps, 
While nature's ſelf at his confinement weeps. 
Riſe, lovely monarch! ſee your friend appears 
No Chrononhotonthologos is here. 
Command your freedom, by this facred ring; 
Then command me: W. hat ſays my charming king? 
[ She puts the Ring in bis Mouth ; be beats the 
Sea-Crab, and makes a roaring nciſe. 
Queen. What can this mean! he lays his feet at 
mine; / 
Is this of love, or hate, his country's ſign? 
Ah, wretched queen! how hapleſs is thy lot, 
To love a man that underſtands thee not! _ 
Oh, lovely Venus, goddeſs all divine! 
And gentle Cupid, that ſweet ſon of thine! 
Aſſiſt, aſſiſt me, with your ſacred art, 
And teach me to obtain this ſtranger's heart! 


Venus deſcends in ber Chariot, and figs. 
A I Ro 


y 


Ven. See Venus does attend thee, 


My dilding, my dolding. 
Love's goddeſs will en Eros 2 : 
Lily bright and Shiver. 
With pity and compaſhon, 
My dilding, my duldings 
She ſces thy tender paſſion, 


1 | Lily, &c. Da Capo. 


AIR changes. 


To thee I yield my xow'r divine, 
Dance over the Lady Lets 
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Demand whate'er thou wilt, 'tis thine, | ; 

My S 0 
— > Take this magic wand in hand, | : 
| Dince, Kc. 


All the n at thy command, 
My gay, &c. Da Capo. 


ch. 


ee 


= Cupid deſeends and fir ge. 
A I R. 


„„ 


Are you a widow, or are you a wife ?, 
Cillilow'r, gentle reſmary. 
Or are you a maiden, fo fair and to bright” 
As the dew that flies over the , tree? 
Queen, Would 1 were-a widow, as I am a wife, 
. Gillifioa” ry &c. 
85 | But I'm, to my ſorrow, a maiden as bright, 
32 As the dene, es. 
_ You ſhall be a widow before it is night, Be 4 
at Gullifiow'r, &c. | 
No longer a maiden ſe fair and ſo bright | 
A the dead, & c. | 
Two Jolly young huſbands your perfon ſhall ſhare, 
2 Gilliflow" „ &c. — 
No longer a maiden ſo fair and ſo bright | | 
As the dero, &c. | 
_ Two jolly young hylbands your perſon ſhall ſhare, | 
; Gillifloww „ Ne. 
And twenty fine babies, all lovely and fair, 
| As the dew, &c. | 
Buren 0 thanks, Mr. Cupid, for this your good' ; 
news! Gillifiow'r, &. | | 
What woman alive ond ſuch favours refuſe? | 4 | 
White the dew, & c. 1 
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Venus and Cupid: LOST” the Queen goes 5 
and the King of the Kon np? tows cualking 
en bit Hands. [Scene cloſes. 
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; eee. 


SCENE, Bembardinian s Tent. 
King and Bombardinian, at a Table with two Ladies, 


Bomb. This honour, royal Sir! fo royalizes 
The royalty of your moſt royal actions, 
The dumb can only utter forth your praiſe; | 
For we, who ſpeak, want words to tell our meaning. 
Here! fill the goblet with Phalernian wine; 
And, while our monarch drinks, bid the ſhrilt 
trumpet 
Tell all the gods that we propine their healths. 
King. Hold, Bombardinian, I eſteem it fit, 
With ſo much wine, to eat a little bit. 
Bomb. See that the table inſtantly be ſpread, 
With all that art and nature can produce. 
Traverſe from pole to pole; fail round the slobe; 
Bring every eatable that can be eat; 


The king ſhall eat, tho? all mankind be ftarv'd. | 


Cock. I am afraid his majeſty will be ftarv'd be- 
fore I can run round the world for a dinner; beſides, 


Where's the money ? 


King. Ha! doſt thou prattle, contumaeious flavet 
Guards, ſeize the villain; broil * fry him, 
ſtew him! 
Ourſelves ſhall eat him, out of mere revenge. 
Cook. O pray your majeſty, ſpare my life; there's 
ſome nice cold pork in the pantry; I'll haſh it for 
your majeſty in a minute. 
Chro. Be thou firſt haſh'd in hell, audacious ſlave! 
Kills bim, and turns to Bombardinian. 
 Haſh'd „Pork! Shall Chrenonhotonthologos 


Ze fed with ſwine's fleſh, and at e and ? 
Now dy the gods, thou doſt inſult us, General! 


Bemb. The gods can witneſs, that IIittle thought 


Pour majeſty to other fleſh than this 


Had aught the leaſt n | 
[ Points to the ladies. 
King. Is this a dinner for a hungry monarch ? 
Bomb. Monarchs as great as Chrononhotontho= 
logos, 
Have made a very hearty meal of worſe. 
King. Ha, traitor! doſt thou brave me to my teeth? 
Take this n and learn to mock thy maſter. 
| [ Strikes bim. 


iet. 


bh. lag 


Hills, vales, ſeas, mountains! all commixing crum- 
And inte chaos pulverize the world; lble, 


All dead! ſtone dead! irrevocably dead! 


 Chrononhotonthologos. 21 
Bom. A blow! thall Bombardinian take a blow ? 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou ſun ! ſtart back, thou rapid ocean? 


For Bombardinian has receiv'd a blow, TS, | 


And Chrononhotonthologos ſhall die! [ Drarus. 


[ The women run off, crying, Help! Murder, Sc. 
King. What means the traitor? 
Bomb. e in thy teeth 

Thus 1 defy thee. 


127 bey be; be kills the King. 
nne | What have I done? 
Go, call a ack: pee Hal a coach be call'd; 
And let the man that calls it be the caller; 
And, in his calling, let him nothing call, 

But coach! coach! coach Oh, for a cock, ye gods! ! 
Exit raving. 


- 4 


EF 


: Returns wwirb a Doctor. 


Fork. How fares your majeſty ? 

Dock. — My lord, he's dead. 

Bomb. Ha! dead? impoffible! it cannot be! 
]'d not believe it, tho' himſelf ſhould ſwear it. 


Go join his body to his ſoul again, 


Or, by this light, thy ſoul fhall quit thy body. | 

Dock. My lord, he's far beyond the power of phy- x1 
His ſoul has left his body and this world. [fe, 

Bomb. Then go to t other world and fetch it back. 

[ Kills bim. 

And if I find thou trifleſt with me there, 
I'll chace thy ſhade through myriads of orbs, 
And drive thee far beyond the verge of nature, 
Ha el | thou, Chrononhotonthologos ? ' | 
I come! your faithful Bombardinian comes 2 £4 
He comes, in worlds unknown to make new wars, | 
And gain thee empires num'rous as the ſtars. 


[ Kills bimſel f. 


Enter Queen and others. 


Ai. O horrid, horrible, and horrideſt horror! 
Our king! our general! our cook! our doctor! 


Q----h! [Al groan, a Tragedy groan 
Queen. My huſband dead! Ye gods, what is't you 

To make a widow of a virgin queen ? [mean, 

For, to my great misfortune, he, poor king, 

Has left me ſo; i'n't that a wretched thing? | | 
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22  Chrononhotonthol gor. 


Tat. Why then, dear Madam, make no farther 


Were I your majeſty, I'd try anether. [pother 3 


Dueen. I think tis beſt to follow thy advice. 
Tat. FU fit you with a huſband in a trice: 
Here's Rigdum- Funnidos, a proper manz 
If any one can pleaſe a queen, he can. 

. Rig. Ay, that I can, and pleaſe your majeſty, 
So, ceremonies apart, let's proceed to buſineſs. 
Queen. Oh, but the mourning takes up all MF, 


Care: 


I'm at a loſs what kind of weeds to wear. 


© Rig. Never talk of mourning, Madam, 
One ounce of. mirth is worth a pound of ſorrow; 


Let's bed to-night, and then we'll wed to-morrow. 


Pl make thee a great man, my little Phoſcophorny. 
[To Aldi. aſide. 


Aldi, I ſcorn your bounty, Tl be king, or no- 
Draw, miſcreant! draw [thing. 


Rig. -- No, Sir, I'll take the law. 
+ | Runs behind the Qusen. 
neen. Well, . to make the matter eaſy, 
T'll have you both; and that, I hope, will pleaſe Je. 


And now, Tatlanthe, thou art all my care: 


Where ſhall I find thee ſuch another pair? 

Pity that you, who've ſerv'd ſo long, fo well, 
Shou'd die a virgin, and lead apes in hell! 
Chooſe for yourſelf, dear girl, our empire round, 
Your portion is twelve hundred thouſand pound. 


Ali. Here! take theſe dead and bloody corpſe, 


away; 


Make p preparation for eue Ange- | 
nſtead of tad folemnity and black, 


Our bearts ſhall ſwim in elaret BEE in lack. 
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Nauty pauty Jack-a-Dandy 

Stole a piece of ſugar-candy, , 

From the grocer's ſhoppy-/haps 
And away did hoppy-hop. 
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urn. 


. ye poets of the age | 


All ye witlings of the ſtage! 7 


Learn your jingles to reform! 


Crop your numbers, and conform: 


Let your little verſes flow | 


| Gently, ſweetly; row by row; 


Let the verſe the ſubject fit; 

Little ſubject, little wit. 
Namby-Pamby is your guide; 
Albion's joy, Hibernia's pride. 


| Namby-Pamby Pilly-Piſs, 
| Rhimy pim'd on Miſſy-Miſs; 


Tartaretta Tartaree, 
From the navel to the knee; 
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That her father's gracy- grace „ 
Might give him a placy- place. 
He no longer writes of mammy 
Andromache and her lammy, 
Hanging-panging at the breaſt 


Of a matron molt diſtreſt. 
Nou the venal poet ſings 


Baby clouts and baby things; 
Baby dolls, and baby houſes, 
Little miſſes, little ſpouſes; 
Little play-things, little toys; 
Little girls, and little boys. 
As an actor does his part, 
So the nurſes get by heart 
Namby-Pamby's little rhimes, 
Little jingle, little chimes, 
To repeat to little miſs, 
Piddling ponds of piſſy- piſs; 
Cacking- packing like a lady, 
Or bye-bying in the crady. 
Nanby- Pan, ne'er will die 
While the nurſe ſings Iullabye. 
Namby Pamby's doubly mild, 
Once a man, and twice a child; 
To his hanging-fleeyes reſtor'd, 
Now he foots it like a lord; 
Now he pumps his little wits; 
Sh--ing writes, and writing ſh-ts, 
All by little tiny bits. 85 
Now methinks I hear him ſay, 
Boys and girls come out to play ] . 
Moon does ſbine as bright as day. 
Now my Namby-Pamby's found 
Sitting on the Friar's ground, 
Picking filver, picking gold, 
Nah Pant ner old. 
Bally-cally they begin, 


— 


3 
Namby-Pamby is no clown, 
London-Bridge is broken dun. 
Now he courts the gay ladee, 
Dancing oer the Lady-Lee. 

Now he ſings of licſ-ſpit har 
Burning in the brimſtone fire; 
Lyar, Har, lick-ſpit, lick, 

Turn about the canaleſtici: l 

Now he ſings of Facky-Horner, 
Sitting in the chimney-corner ; 
Eating of a Chriſtmas-pie, | 
Putting in his thumb, Oh, fie 
Putting in, Oh, fie! his thumb, 

| Pulling out, Oh, ſtrange! a plum. 
Now he plays at „ee, /faw, ſtud, 
Sticking apples in the mud; 

When 'tis turn'd to fee, flaw, fire, 
Then he /ticks 'em in the mire. 
Now he acts the Grenadier, 
Calling for a pot of beer : 

| here's his money? He's forgot; 

| Get him gone, a drunken ſot. 
No on cock-horſe does he ride; 

| And anon on timber ſtride, 

. See-and-ſaw, and facch'ry-down, 

| London is a gallant ton: 

| Now he gathers riches in, 

Thicker, faſter, pin by pin: 


Ding a-pece to ſee his ſhaw, _ 
oys and girls flock row by row ; 
rom their cloaths the pins they take, 
Riſque a whipping for his ſake; 
4 rom their frocks the pins they pull, 
5 


Lo fill Namby's cuſhion full. 
po much wit at ſuch an age, 
Poes a genius great preſage; 
pecond childhood gone and paſt, 
ſhou'd he prove a man at laſt! . 


— 


5 . | 
What muſt ſecond manhood be, 
In a child ſo bright as he! 

| Guard him, ye poetic powers! 

| Watch his minutes, watch his hours : 
ö Let your tuneful Nine inſpire him 

3 Let poetic fury fire him: 

ti Let the poets, one and all, 


% 


[i To his genius victims fall, 
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